'ANNE GILCIIRIST AND WALT WHITMAN

Myself discharging my exerementitious hotly to he burn'd

or reduced to powder or buried.
My real body doubtless left me for other spheres,
My voided body, nothing more to me, returning to  the

purifications, farther offices, eternal uses of the earth/*

Yes, they go their way, those dismissed atoms with
all their energies and affinities unimpaired. But they
are not all; the will, the affections, the intellect are just
as real as those affinities and energies, and there is
strict account of all; nothing slips through; there is no
door out of the universe. But they are qualities of a
personality, of a self, not of an atom but of what uses
and dismisses those atoms. If the qualities are inde-
structible so must the self be. The little heap of ashes,
the puff of gas, do you pretend that is all that was
Shakespeare? The rest of him lives in his works, you
say? But he lived and was just the same man after
those works were produced. The world gained* but
he lost nothing of himself, rather grew and strengthened
in the production of them.

Still farther, those faculties with which we seek for
knowledge are only apart of us, there is something he-
hind which wields them, something that those faculties
cannot turn themselves in upon and comprehend; for
the part cannot compass the whole. Yet there it is
with the irrefragable proof of consciousness. Who
should be the mouthpiece of this whole? Who but the
poet, the man most ifully "possessed of his own soul/"
the man of the largest consciousness; fullest of love and
sympathy which gather into his own life the experiences
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